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CHARIVARIA. 
Tu judge by a puzzle which is being 
hawked about entitled ‘* Find the 
Kaiser,’ that august personage is 
very much cut up, and it is easy to 
the rumours that he has de- 
led to bring his career as a Man 

f Letters to an end. 


* * 
PeinceE Epwarp or WALEs is now 
mpletely recovered, and we are 
mewhat surprised that it did not 
«cur to @ certain ultra-loyal news- 
paper to publish a photographic en- 
largement of one of the royal measles. 
* * 
* 

\t the recent fire at the house of 
SOMERVILLE, a master at Harrow, 
mber of the boys, it is stated, 
a hand in saving the furniture 
| articles of value’’ from the 

building. It would be in- 

(ing to know how many school- 
ks were rescued. 
* * 

“ . * ° 

lhere has just died, the news- 
rs tell us, at the age of eighty- 

a gentleman who never slept 
f his own house. We trust this 
snot mean that he never went to 
I irch. 
* * 
“a ° * 
A pure milk supply would be a 
reat aid to temperance,’’ says The 
sex County Chronicle. This con- 
ms an opinion we have long held 
that topers would at once give up 
nasty beer and spirits if we could 
guarantee the purity of the glass 
k we offer them. 
* * 
‘There is many a quack who is 
s many a quack who is as 
id as a doctor,’’ declared Mr. Jus- 
tice Ripey last week, and the quacks 
| the doctors are not quite sure for 
h of them the compliment was 
tended. 
* * 

\ project is being considered for 
transference of the celebrated 

din des Plantes to a site three 

es outside Paris, where it is in- 


nded to create a ‘’ Zoological 
sis, in which the animals can 
ha comparative liberty. One 


ture of the ‘‘ Oasis’”’ is to be a 
fe hot-house in which all kinds of 
terflies would be reared. It is to 
hoped that due precautions will be 
i to prevent these fighting with 


* * 
: 


vave of excitement is passing 
theatrical circles. Actors and 
ies alike can scarcely live for 


ANYTHING TO OBLIGE. 











“Very weLL. I ENGAGE YOU AS HOUSEMAID. ER—HAVE YOU ANY FOLLOWERS?” 
““No,’m; BuT I CAN SOON GET SOME.” 
Mr. Justice Jeur visited the,harem of the Palace at Constanti- 
Oxford Music Hall last week in order | nople. 


to decide a question about a sketch 
and a cinematograph picture. To 
turn a music-hall into a Law Court is 


reversing the usua 
a” 


The swing of 
London’s latest n« 
Exhibition. The 
Mavp ALLAN. 

* 

The birth of a be 


is recorded. He 


a ticket-collector for the Central Lon- | 


don Railway. 


| progedure. 


+ 
* 


the pendulum’? 


»velty is a Clothing | 


other day it was 
* 


»y with three hands 
is to be trained as 


* * 
* 


At length the N 


up to modern idea 





ear East is waking 
s. A bomb weigh- 


ing 22 Ibs. has been found in the 


ion t 


* * 


+ 
In future a charge is to be made 


for 
theatre. 


* 
The De Beers Company is now | 


programmes 


at Mr. 


TREE'S 


It is thought that this re- 

turn to sound financial principles is 

the result of playing Shylock. 
** 


being urged to reduce the price of 


diamonds 
within 


the 


‘ 
Hh) 


as to bring 
reach 
Kurope and America.”’ 


of the 


them 
masses 
We cannot 


in 


help thinking, however, that when 
everyone wears them the effect of the 
constant glitter and sparkle will have 


'a deplorable effect on our eyesight; 

Re other hand, as Mr. Asquitn 
would say, your De 
| you less. 


3eers will cost 
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‘surable anticipation. “ Fluffy 
llles,’’ the great American suc- 
88, Is to come to London, 
Ss. 
OXXXIV, 
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SELECTIONS FROM MR. ASQUITH’S 
LETTER-BAG. 
No. I. 

Dear Sir,—Though years have passed since we met, I 
venture to recall myself to your memory once more, 
though my former letter, written when you became 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, has remained unanswered. 
Of course you remember Teppy Tompkins at school— 
the small boy who used to walk along the desks on his 
hands. Well, that was I. Since then I have done a 
good many things, been in America, Brazil, New Zealand 
and South Africa; but it hasn’t come to much. What 
I want to say is that I have invented a new food, in 
which the common nettle is the chief ingredient, and I 
want to bring it before you. It only needs to be put 
forward influentially to be universally adopted. Will 
you, therefore, kindly grant me an interview on an early 
date? Three-quarters of an hour would probably be 
enough. I shall bring specimens of the food with me. 
It is made in small square cakes and can be carried in 
the pocket. A prompt reply to the Post Office, Balham, 
will find me. 

Congratulating you on your elevation to the office of 
Prime Minister, I am yours truly, 

Epwarp Hopkinson Tompkins. 


No. II. 

Sir,—-I am instructed by the Mannington Branch of 
the ‘* Votes For Women "’ League to forward to you the 
following Resolution, which was unanimously passed at 
a largely attended meeting of the Branch :—*‘ That this 
Branch of the V.F.W.L., whilst refusing to join in the 
disgusting congratulations which have been offered to 
the Right Honourable H. H. Asquirn on his acceptance 
of the post of Prime Minister, reiterates its solemn 
determination to pursue him through the length and 
breadth of the United Kingdom until he recognises the 
right of women to the suffrage, after which the Branch 
will combine to support him.’’ 

I am desired to add that ten of our members have 
formed themselves into a doorstep brigade and propose 
to begin operations shortly. 

Faithfully yours, 
Epitu PeTuinGton PANKTHORPE. 


No. III. 


Sir,—Is there a place for an honest man in the ranks 
of the miserable aggregation misnamed a Government, of 
which, if the daily Press may be trusted to have 
deviated from its customary mendacity, you are to be 
the chief? I have spent a long life in exposing the 
iniquities and subterfuges of party politicians. I am 
still integer vite scelerisque purus, and am prepared to 
continue as I have begun. Still, the battle against 
ignorance, rapacity, and injustice is a tiring one when 
waged by a single pair of hands. I should be con- 
tent to accept any post in which I should be able to 
influence the decisions of the Government in the right 
direction, but it must be understood that the acceptance 
of a salary however large is not to constitute a claim 
upon such blind support as is unbecoming to one whose 
watchword through life has been sic semper tyrannis. 

Yours obediently, i 
DonnistHorPe Bort. 
No, IV. 

Dear Mr. Asguitn,—Our Social Debating Society is 
going on Tuesday to discuss a motion that Liberalism is 
en the whole of greater advantage to the Empire than 


Conservatism. I thought that as you have just been 
made Prime Minister you might be able to give me some 
hints about proposing this. When you write please 
don’t bother about writing too much. Two or three 
sheets of notepaper will do, and I shall be most awfu!ly 
obliged to you, and I should like to smash the other side. 
which I shall easily do if you will do what I ask. My 
father heard you speak once. Would you mind writing 
by return of post? I am sorry I could not let you 
know before. 7° | 
Yours truly, Artuur Mincuiy. 


No. V. 
Dear Sir,—The Peddlington Tariff Reformers wish me | 
to say that they have unamiously passed this Rellosu- 
tion that the permorfances of the Government entitl: 
them to no creddit, 





Yours obedient W. Smirn. | 


[Besides these there are 2,500 applications for posts in the Post 
Office, Docks, Government Offices, the Police, the Corps of Com- | 
missionaires, and the Staff of the House of Commons, } 





HINC ILLA LACRIM2. 
[It is said that an antiseptic property has been discovered 
to exist in tears. ] . 

HEARKEN, my friends, to the last therapeutical 

News, that may save you your medical fees; 
Listen, and drive from your tissue and cuticle 

Any attack of infectious disease ; 
Learn how the mumps and the measles and scabies 

Straight from a lachryma! drop disappear; 
Chicken-pox, atrophy, fever, and rabies 

All of them run at the sight of a tear. 


Had but the Greeks, in the days of Tuucypipes, 
Scented the use of a blubbering eye, 

Then had they lived in a slightly sore-lidded ease, 
Never lain down in their thousands to die; 

Had the Florentines dreamt of the properties, 
So prophylactic, of weepings and wails, 

Then they had started to weep and to mop hurt eyes, 
And we had wanted Boccaccio’s tales. 


v 


Germs are concealed in a penny or halfpenny; 
Therefore at shops, when receiving your change, 

Shed on the coppers a tear, and escape any 
Perils of eczema, struma, or mange. 

Yes, and ’tis probable too that a germ 'Il lie 
Hid in a handshake, a kiss, or a touch; 

Weep then when shaking the hand of a firm ally, 
Weep when you kiss your inveterate “‘ Dutch.” 


Pollen brings fever that troubles your ocular 
Organs, and darkens their luminous ray; 
Weep then, however internally jocular, 
When you are looking on barley or hay; 
But, that the cure may not ruin your eye, oh, be 
Careful to shed but a modest amount; 
Lest, like the recklessly sorrowing Niobe, 
You should entirely dissolve to a fount. 











From an account in The Cambridge Daily News of} 
the College Servants’ races on the Cam: | 


neti a 

“The winning crew ‘caught crabs’ rather badly, but maintaine® | 

their speed . . . Trinity No. 2 lost his oar, which probably materially 
affected their time.” 





No wonder Cambridge does so well at Putney, so long 
as this dauntless spirit prevails among her gyps. 
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AND YET THEY EXPECT THE VOTE! 


Caddy. “ Say, Miss, WE'RE JUST GOING TO DRIVE ON TO THAT GREEN.” 


Aunty. “ OH, THANK THE GENTLEMAN 80 MUCH FOR SENDING YOU TO TELI us! 


Tuer 


WE SHALL HAVE A BRAUTIFUL view!” 








IR. WINSTON 
POSITION. 

na wholly untrustworthy correspondent.) 

Witt Mr. Winston 

n the Labour Party ? 

vn original ( 


CHURCHILL’S that if they once relinquish their 


seats they may never recover them 
at any rate for thirty or forty years 
they are naturally slow to offer 


CHURCHILL | help. 
(This is our 
question, and is not| Manchester, he 


Thus, should Mr. CuurcHit fail at 


stands a good chance 


rrowed from any halfpenny paper.)| of not sitting on the green benches 


ceptance 


the offer to 


He is nearly sure to have the offer|for a very long time to come, as a 
{a Cabinet appointment, and his} Liberal. Knowing what a disappoint- 
ls (which, we understand,| ment absence from the House would 

is already been given, requiring|be to him, the Labour Party has 
| complete the | approached him (I am informed) with 


arrangement) will entail his re-elec-|a view to winning him over to their 


n for North-West Manchester. But | ranks. 


}uls majority there was only 1,241, 


Having changed his _poli- 
tical views once, they argue, he may 


and if he fails it is a question as to|be prepared to change them again, 


how he can get back. 
t 


A few of his| and certainly the conversion of this 
rends have offered to retire in his} brilliant 


young aristocrat into a 


favour, but there is no one among| Labour Member would be a great ac 
them whose majority was more than|complishment. Of course, as has 


1,000, We 
CHURCHILI 


understand that Mr. 
considers Sir Jonn 


Berne.t (Romford, majority 8,855)| agrees, the 


lis best hope; but Sir Jonn has been 
ivited to dinner, and has been 
1 to about possible peerages, 
Without effect. Liberal 
‘eel an especial pride in their posi- 


|ton in the House, and knowing 
Sanat 


been pointed out to him, the red tie 
is quite optional. If Mr. CuurcHiL. 
proposal is that Mr. 
Fenwick (Lab., Wansbeck, maj. 
7,176) and Mr. W. Hupson (Lab., 
Newcastle -on- Tyne, maj. 6,927), 


Members| should toss, the loser to retire in Mr. 


CuurcHILL’s favour. Mr. CuurcHILL 
would make a most popular Labour 





candidate, with a little preparation. 
Mr. Ramsay Macponap is quite wil 
ling to lend him the necessary clothes, 
including a hat; Mr. Witt Crooks 
has volunteered to give him lessons 
in the vernacular any time Mr. 
CHURCHILL cares to step down to 
Poplar and look in for a cup of tea 
with him and Mrs. Crooks; and Mr. 
Victor Grayson has offered him the 
loan of his private vocabulary in the 
hope that in a few years Mr. 
CHURCHILL may be persuaded to go 
a step further and 
the Socialist group. 

Mr. Winston CuurcHiti has not 
yet replied to the suggestion, but 
there is every possibility of interest 
ing develonments taking place. 


become one of 





Table of Precedence. 


(For licensed victualle:rs who really don’t care 


for Mr. Asquith 


2 pins = 1 button. 
2 buttons ] straw 
2 straws | brass farthing 


2 brass farthings 1 twopenny dam 
(small Indian coin 
9 


3 brass farthings = 1 ordinary ditto 
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Te, 
THE OLD BLUE-PYE. MORE AIDS TO AUTHORSHIP. 


I'm o lean old, mean old sight in a street 
With a foolish, ghoulish glare at a man, 
And my kennel-mates look grand at a meet, 
With a bloom on the Belvoir tan; 
And they sneer who gape on my colour and shape 
And my veteran, villainous, bloodshot eye, 
lor the crowds that swarm round fashion and form 
Pass over the old blue-pye. 
Sut the Huntsman knows what a hound can do, 
And he knows that I know that he knows it, too: 
He knows my voice on a fox is true, 
And the blood of a fox my joy; 
So I clear my way thro’ the thick of the pack 
To where he sits on the bay mare’s back 
With his, ‘‘ Poor old Vagabond—Vagabond—V agabond ! 
Poor old Vagabond, boy! ’’ 


I'm a hard old, scarred old, quarrelsome brute, 
I'm a peevish, thievish bundle of bone, 
But 1 ‘ll sing to a fox when the rest are mute 
On a line as cold as a stone. 
Oh, the Belvoir blood is gallant and good 
On a scent you could eat, when it hangs breast high, 
But the casting vote on a doubtful note 
Is left to the old blue-pye. 
And the Huntsman knows what a hound can do, 
And he knows that I know that he knows it, too: 
He knows my voice on a fox is true, 
And the blood of a fox my JOY; 
So clear the way for the pick of the pack, 
When he waves us in from the bay mare’s back 
With his ‘‘ "Leu-’leu, Vagabond—Vagabond—Vaga- 
bond ! 
"Leu-'leu, Vagabond, boy! ’’ 


I'm a slinking, blinking beast on a bench, 
I’m a sulking, hulking bully at home, 

But 1 ’m king of the sport of kings as I wrench 
Thro’ the woods where the red rogues roam; 
And my fine sleek mates must bury their hates 
And gather and gallop to get to the cry 
When the brushwood rocks and the word is, 

On the faith of the old blue-pye.’’ 
For the Huntsman knows what a hound can do, 
And he knows that I know that he knows it, too: 
He knows my voice on a fox is true, 
And the blood of a fox my joy; 
So cleave your way to the pick of the pack, 
When he wakes the woods from the bay mare’s back 
With his ‘‘ Huic, to Vagabond !—Huic, to Vagabond? 
Yoo ick, Vagabond, hoy! ai 
I ’m a creepy, sleepy slug in the straw, 
But endure as sure as fate on a line, 
And a fox must make the most of his law 
When the set of his mask is mine; 
And the riders troop to the shrill who-hoop 
On staggering horses and steeds that sigh 
As the word goes round that the fox was found 
And killed by the old blue-pye. 
For the Huntsman knows what a hound ean do, 
And he knows that I know that he knows it, too: 
He knows my voice on a fox is true, 
And the blood of a fox my Joy, 
As he fights his way to the thick of the pack, 
Where my jaws are crushing a wet red back, 
With his ‘‘ Leave him, 
Vagabond ! 
Leave him, Vagabond, boy! ”’ 


se 


Foz !— 





Vagabond !— Vagabond '!— | 


Anxious as ever for the encouragement of genius in 
distress, we have now pleasure in calling the attention 
of our readers to the following circular :— 


To Noveuists, Lirerary ASPIRANTS, AND Oruenrs. 





Messrs. Mapper, Brown anp Mapper, Lp. 
Universal Describers and Local-Colour Men. 
M. B. M., Ltd., having long recognised that, in these | 
days of increased competition in the fiction market, the| 
success of a new author often depends largely upon the| 
novelty or accuracy of his setting, have instituted the| 
above business with a view to saving their clients much| 
needless expenditure of time and money. In connection| 
with Coox’s and all the principal agencies, they employ 
a large staff of competent observers in every quarter of 
the globe. Distance and difficulty no object. Why| 
bother to go yourself, when M. B. M., Ltd., are already | 
there? Simply select your locality, and let us send you| 
particulars! 
Avoid the distressing solecisms so frequent with the 
amateur, and 


Get Your Descriptive Passaces at First Hanp! 


Sunsets (including the Venetian and South-African 
varieties) a speciality. 
Our Storm-at-Sea, written fresh for each customer, 
under the direction of a qualified nautical authority, is 
sure to please. 
The Luyy of literature. Under distinguished patronage. | 


Motto—‘‘ We Touch the Spot! ”’ 


To illustrate the wide scope and practical utility of 
our. assistance, we append a few extracts taken at 
random from recent correspondence. Originals can at 
any time be inspected on application. | 

(1) “‘ Bow Belle ’’ (a novelist with one of the largest 
circulations in contemporary fiction) writes :— 

‘“The second chapter of my new romance begins 
thus :—* Three days later they were in Florence. There, | 
standing together before the mighty masterpiece of 
perhaps the most supremely magnificent and 
moving canvas in the whole realm of art, they, ete.’ | 
Kindly fill in title of any really first-class picture to be/| 
seen in this town, with not less than four lines of expert | 
appreciation. On the way back to the hotel I want the 
heroine to be run over by a bullock-waggon and carried 
into an adjacent catacomb. Is this all right? If not, 
please suggest suitable alternatives. Shall probably be 
writing you again in a day or two.”’ 

(2) *‘ Recluse ’’ (Devonshire) is under the distasteful 
necessity of introducing one powerful sensation scene to 
liven up his forthcoming volume of philosophical reflec- 
tions, The Vicarage Spare-Room. His idea is that the 
leading female character should be decoyed to a lonely 
portion of the South Lancashire coast, and there mur- 
dered. A cursory inspection of the map has suggested 
Blackpool as a spot possessing an appropriately sinister | 
name ; he would therefore be obliged if Messrs. M. B. M.. 
Ltd., would favour him with a description of the locality, 
enclosing height of cliffs, tide-table, and all similar details 
likely to be of assistance. Are there any houses near: 


Also inquiries for a geyser, a Zulu impi, 8 = 
the 


gonian broncho-buster (two and 
purlieus of a mango-swamp. 
We have helped others. Let us help you. 


Write to-day. 


applications), 
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| FOOD FOR THE MIND. 


| 'N_B.—This is not an extract from the Home 

| ¢ Colonial Stores Price List, as it might seem 

at the first glance, but a by-election speech 

guaranteed to win any seat at the present 
ment. | 

Mr. CHAIRMAN AND GENTLEMEN ,—In 
addressing you—the enlightened and 
intelligent electorate of the Peckish 
| Division—I ask you, in the first place, 
l'on what ery did the conglomeration 
of ravenous brigands which calls itself 
a Government—on what cry did it 
come into power? You know, gen- 
tlemen, the ery of Free Food. Two 
years have passed away. I ask not 
whom have they done— -for they have 

done everybody—but what have they 

jone. 
The Big Loaf of which they 
bragged costs the careworn house- 
wife a penny more. The Butter, 
with which the honest toiler renders 
his dry crust more succulent, has 
risen from 1s. 1d. to 1s. 3d. 

The Margarine, which the profli- 
gate expenditure of a dishonest 
Cabinet often compels us to use as 
a substitute, has also risen from 6d. 

8d. per lb. 

Bacon—Gentlemen, my emotions 
will hardly allow me to dwell on 
bacon—suffice it that from many a 
humble home the smell of the appe- 
tising rasher is absent. 

Meat—whilst the jester Brrre.u 
lrives cattle in Ireland his Socialistic 
colleagues drive up meat prices in 
England. 

Nor with such an Admiralty—in- 
lifferent to England’s interests on 
the high seas—can we wonder that 
the pleasing Winkle grows scarcer 
and dearer? 

So, gentlemen, I can go through 
the entire catalogue of your domestic 
needs—the sugar that sweetens your 
bitter cup, the appetising pickle, that 
poor man’s joy the kipper, the bulls- 
eyes which your stalwart lads suck, 
the chocolate creams which delight 
your winsome daughters—all, all 
have risen through the baleful influ- 
ence of a Government which came in 
on Free Food. 

And Beer—Gentlemen, I tremble 
when I think of Beer. In that de- 
ightful melody which you sang at 
the opening of this meeting with such 
religious fervour are these stirring 


unes— 


“Up with the sale of it 
Down with a pail of it.” 
The motto of this Government—the 
famous Cabal which will soon be 
Swept away by a free and intelligent 
people—is “* Up with the price of it.’ 
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Boy. “ Stxreny’ortu 0’ cop Liver om, PLease, Sir. Aw’, I say, DON'T GIVE ME TOO MUCH, 
‘COS IT’S ME WHAT'S GOT TO DRINK IT.” 








In that profligate Act, of which 
Tirus Oatrs would be ashamed, 
there are provisions which will inevi- 
tably raise the price of Beer to 4d. a 
glass. What will be the hideous 
consequences? The working-man will 
be deprived of that pure nut-brown 
beverage which is his natural drink, 
and drunkenness will be multiplied 
tenfold. 

Now, gentlemen, this is my pro- 
gramme. By the imposition of light 
taxes on imported food, which the 
foreigner will pay, the prices of food- 
stuffs will be jngtantly decreased. On 





the other hand I will resolutely 
oppose all increase in the duties on 
beer or the imposts upon publicans— 
for it is an ascertained economic fact 
that whilst any tax on food falls on 
the producer, not the consumer, a tax 
on beer falls solely on the working- 
man. 

Will you endure for a moment 
longer, gentlemen, the existence of a 
Government under which your army, 
navy, colonies, homes, wives, reli- 
gious faith, and alcoholic refreshment 
are imperilled. Will you? (Thunders 
of interested negation.) 
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LONDON LETTERS. 
I. 
Dear CHARLES,—I saw a sad thing 
ist Monday outside the House of 
| 





| Commons. 4 dozen sandwichmen 
| were parading the street with boards 
their backs, imploring us to 
which way Members voted 
on the second reading of the 
Licensing Bill. Of course the second 
reading had just been postponed for a 
month, so they will have to 
out again after Easter. This means 
at a whole day was wasted, and I 
| 

} 


on 
notice 


come 


don't know how many shillings of the 
widows and orphans. A sandwich- 
you know, gets one-and-six an 
hour (or is it a day ?—anyhow | know 
t's one-and-six); and if you multiply 
that by a thousand, or whatever the 
number of them was, you get a lot. 
Talking of the Lieensing Bill, I 
know a man called Bass who writes 
| leaders against it in one of the 


} man, 


} hery 


Unionist papers. He isn’t really one 
of the Bassy Basses, being more of a 


Baritone, and of course his leaders 
| aren't signed; but still, ] don’t think 
he ought to do it, do you? He is 
| bound to be prejudiced. I am quite 
disinterested about this. If his name 
Cocoa or Agratep I should 
object just as much to his writing for 
the Westminster. A journalist, dear 
(‘HARLES, be above suspicion. 
‘* Like Camsar’s wife,’’ as we say in 
the profession.) 

Oh, I say, I've just had a nephew! 
'ncle doing well.) Did you know? 
Look here, we ‘ll arrange a sporting 

itch between him and your son 
over hurdles for 1922. Your boy will 
still be a year older, but, bless 
you, I don’t mind that. My nephew 
is so ugly that I feel he must be good 
it something. Probably hurdles. 
Of course if either of us perishes in 


were 


must 





the meantime the nominations be- 
come void. ‘ The nominations be- 

me void ’’—did you notice that? 
(Juite the sportsman.) 

What sort of weather are you 
having? I ask because the weather 
differs according to the locality, 
and down at Castle Bumpbrook 
it may be quite fine, while it is 

| raining here, and vice versd. Why is 
| this? Why shouldn’t the weather 
| be the same eve rywhere? Some 
| thing to do with the solstices, I be 

lieve. What is a solstice? (I have 


| asked you no end ot questions in this 
letter, and I don’t suppose you will 
answer one of them.) 





did know I had a nephew, and you ‘ve 
observed him for yourself. Look 
here, you simply mustn't let her see 
this letter. Or if, following a distin- 
guished precedent, you have to leave 
it about, just block out the bit about 
the “‘ ugly,’’ as they do in Russia. 
And I'll put in a P.S. on a separate 
bit of paper, which you can show to 
Hitpa. See? 

I seem to have stopped, rather un- 
fortunately, at ‘‘ Have you ever 
thought?’’ I was going on—Have 
you thought how awkward it would 
be if the weather were the same 
everywhere? Like the stars. When- 
ever I go away for a week-end to a 


strange place I arrive at tea-time, 
and break the ice by saying ** And 


what sort of weather have you been 


having here?’’ I can then help 
myself with some distinction to 
muffins, and by the time I have 
eaten the last muffin everything is 
going on very nicely. Now, if I had 


said, ‘‘ What sort of stars have you 
been having here?’’ that wouldn't 
have led to anything, least of all 
(probably) to muffins. You see what 
I mean? But I don’t suppose you 
do. You never think of things like that 
in the country. What do you think 
of at Castle Bumpbrook? Tell me. 
Do you grow oranges at Castle? 
(Forgive the familiarity.) I have 
just eaten about six. I get through 
quite a dozen a day. The fact is I 
heard a doctor say the other night 
that they were awfully good for the 
complexion —or else awfully bad, 
I couldn't quite catch which. He 
spoke very ‘indistinctly. It was a 
pity that I missed what seems to 
have been the important word; it 
wouldn't have mattered so much 
about the “‘ awfully.’’ However, I 
go on eating them, and if one day 
you turn up in town and find me a 
full-blown mulatto, you will know 
that the word was “ bad.’’ I shall 
become a sort of test case, like 
‘Wreford v. Partington (1883).’’ 
Eminent people will refer tome. How 
nice to be referred to—not that it 
would be the first time. ‘‘ Refer to 
drawer,’’ I remember on my cheques 
at Cambridge. That, sir, was me. 
Do you know, I made up the names 
Wreford and Partington on the spur 
of the moment. The names are 
simple enough, but I think the com- 
bination is wonderful. There must 
have been such a case in 1883. Who 
do you think Wreford was? I fancy 
he was a small chandler, and he fell 








which had branches all over England 
(including Norwich), must have coal 
some time, if they were to cope suc- 
cessfully with i increasing foreign com- 
petition, which, owing to the present | 
Gov Oh no, this was 1883: ] 
forgot. Well, anyhow, he said they 
must have coal. W reford retorted that | 
he didn’t mind their putting coal| 
down their shoot, but when it came 
to including respectable citizens of 
London 
You remember the excitement 
when the case came on? We were 
only babies then, but I have a recol- | 
lection that my nurse was a pro-| 
Partington. Wreford won, but as he 
was heavily fined for having know- 
ingly caused a crowd to collect it did 
him little good, poor man. 
Good-bye. I have written you a 
long letter. Write back at once, on 
one side of the paper only, pinning 
your sheets neatly together, and 
marking them ‘‘ Elephant’’ in the| 
top left-hand corner. Ever yours, | 
Witiiam or Orance. | 


P.S.—Have you heard about my} 
nephew? He is the dearest baby 
you ever saw. His face I should call 
interesting and clever, rather than| 
handsome; but it is one bag grows | 
upon you. A. A. M. 











VER VERECUNDUM; 
Or, Nature’s GENTILITY. 
O Sprinc-time, how can_I express 


The coyness of your gradual 
coming, 


The caution of that first address 
So different from the loud caress 
That bards are bent on thrum- 
ming ? 


They see (with Eros at her side 
Affixing to his bolt a new barb) 

A corybantic lady glide, 

And all the woods about her pied 
With red and green, like rhubarb. | 

| 

They sing how at a glance she stirs | 

The seeds that slumbered during 
snow-time, 

Till all the conquered dale is hers, | 

And on the bough the catkin purrs 
In practically no time. 


I fail to see it. Calm and slow _ 
(A patch of rain and now a dry bit) 
A proudly proper gait you go, 
And, as I said, I do not know 
What words can well describe it. 


Not with a sudden rosy stamp | 
That sends a flush through fields | 


Have you ever thought—— down the coal shoot of Partington’s and fences, 
Oh Evans, oh the Dickens and]in Cannon Street. James Parting-| But dim and delicate and damp | 
Jones—I've just remembered that|ton, the senior partner, said (fairly}| With large goloshes and a gamp, 
Hinpa is staying with you! So you' enough) that a great firm like his, The English spring commences. | 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 


Visitor. 


“T Say, OLD CHAPPIE, TELL ME, WHAT IS ABOUT THE AVERAGE PRICE OF AN OLD Master?” 








ANOTHER HUSTLER. 
An INTERVIEW. 


HanpinG him my card, I awaited 
his words, note-book in hand. It was 
n the smoking-room of the Astor 
Hotel, amid circumstances of peculiar 
grandeur and the smell of the very 
last thing in paint. 

“Yes, sir,’’ he said, “‘I am Mr. 
Uikus K. Dexter, at your service for 
ten minutes. I can give you till a 
quarter of six.’’ 

“Is it the case,’’ I asked, ‘* that 
you are in London in connection with 
a recent change of fashion here? ”’ 

“ Yes, sir, I am. 
news came that the British aristo- 
tacy were giving up frock coats, 
aud I took the next boat across. I 
aught it by twenty-five seconds and 
: biggish jump. I eame on the 
orymania, She is a great ship. 


‘What was your idea? 


That is so. The| 


‘*My idea, sir, is to make a 
corner in the best English frock coats 
for American wear. In our country, 
sir, we have a liking for the frock 
coat, but our tailors are inferior. In 
your country you have good tailors, 
and are tired of the frock coat. Do 
you see?”’ 

I said I saw. 

** My idea, sir, was to buy up the 
classiest frock coats that had so sud- 
denly gone out of fashion, and take 
them back with me _ carefully 
marked.’’ 

** But how? ’’ I began. 

“I go, sir, not to the master but 
to the man. I go to the valet. At 
the present moment I have in my 
possession four hundred and eighty- 
two frock coats in good condition, all 





once the property of noblemen. 
|Others are continually arriving. I 
shall return to New York on Wed- 
nesday next with the complete haul; 
and I promise you the scene on my 





arrival will be worth witnessing. 











There is a demand for these coats 
among our leading citizens such as 
you cannot imagine. I am receiving 
cables on the subject every few 
minutes. Here is one I have just 
had with regard to the Earl of 
Rosstyn’s, with satin facings. 

“* But,’’ 1 said, ‘* supposing they 
don’t fit? ’”’ 

‘Fit, sir,’’ said Mr. Dexter, 
‘ will come not first; nor will it come 
second or third. Before fit will come 
the shape—the frockiness, as I may 
put it, of the coat; before fit will 
come the tailor, the builder of the 
coat, with his London label; before 
fit will come the guarantee of 
genuineness, the certificate signed by 
a reputable valet, as to its previous 
owner’s connection with it. . .”’ 

‘* But the fact that the coat is 
second-hand ? ’ 

‘** Sir,’’ said Mr. Dexter, “ it is a 
quarter of six. I must bid you a very 
good evening. You evidently do not 
know our pe ople.” 
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CIVILIAN AND SOLDIER TOO. 


ine Terrier t litile late for parade). “I WoxbDER WHAT THE DEUCE THEY WANT TO BOTHER ME ABOUT Now?” 








| streets. It has an “‘ hotel de ville’’|made clothes, is herself no meat 


THE INDISPENSABLE INFOR- and a railway station, or ‘‘ gare,”’ as | practitioner, and can wield her 


MANT. 


— ee 








these places are wittily called by our|*‘ cercles,’’ as clubs are called it 
t BIARRITZ lively neighbours. (Hence the Eng-| France, with the best, and with them 
t Or brilliant Biarritz, which has! lish word ‘‘ guard’’—one who is|make rings round even the most 
i | just become the centre of the uni-/found at a “‘ gare.’’) Biarritz has| formidable opponents. With pardon- 
' erse, too much cannot be known. shops (‘‘magasins de nouveautés ’’)| able pride she refers always to her 
: | All eyes have been turning that way} and visitors often buy things in them. | mashie as her massy. Dear old soul. 
ij | and every ear strained for news from} The visitors are not only French but At present the fares to this charm- 
: the French Brighton, as it has never) English, and American too, who stay | ing resort are not excessive, nor is 
| before been called. For Biarritz, you| for the most part in the hotels, walk | the price of living there too high ; but 
} | must know, is on the sea: to be} out on fine days, and seldom pluck up|if the new French Licensing Bil 
‘Bay exact, it is on the Bay of Biscay; and/ enough courage to complain of their| passes it is conjectured that your 
Billie not the least of its many attractions | bills. Nothing can exceed the} Biarritz will cost you more. 
’ 134 the sound of voyagers in agony on uniqueness of Biarritz or the 
: he numerous vessels which cross} brilliance. Brillianey is indeed its . 
Hi hth eodiiieh' neitinn of the uneos¥| ka te . Letting them down gently. 
, t ] ! Ke Vr . 


’ | Atlantic. Breezes blown in from the Such a town naturally has jts|, _One of the most essential points 
1 add to the healthiness of Biarritz.| lions. chief of whom is ARwNavp|i® rifle-shooting is to lead a somewhat 























ii} pie eg epee rain} Massy, the golf champion, who was temperate life.""—The Rifleman. 
| ii + sometimes falls, and sunshine varies! born at No. 4 Rue de Fer, where his - — - 
th | with cloud. In summer the sea is|aged mother still resides. Few in-| “Be your motto therefore ‘Moderation,’ or, 
bathed ir In winter, not. deed are the young golfers who do| in simple Latin, In medus tubissimus ibis.” 

| Brilliant Biarritz, so called because} not visit the old lady in the hope of Cheltenham Chronicle 

j | was the that His Majesty re-| acquiring a tip or two. Mrs. “You will get there immediately 
ived Mr. Asquirn in audience, is,| Massy, who has not only discarded|by the Tube” is perhaps a better 
fi | like other French towns, whether| her Dolly Vardon bonnet for the sea-|translation of this simple Lat 
: ; | naritimé or inland, divided into|son, but has now given up Taylor-| phrase. | 
iT) 
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ASQUITH’S GREAT CABINET PUZZLI 


Elephant.) 


Answers ”’ 


(With acknowledgments to the “ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


| EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Tosy, MP. 


House of Commons, Monday, 
| April 6.—House met at usual hour 
amid customary observances. Per- 
haps benches were more than usually 
crowded for a Monday. Strangers’ 
Galleries thronged. Thin black line 
of Peers occupied Front Bench of 
gallery to right of clock. Amid mur- 
mur of conversation ordered business 
went forward. There were new 
writs to be moved-—one for Kincar- 
dineshire, in the room of J. W. 
CromBlE, whose taking off whilst 
still in the prime of life as years 
‘count has been partly overlooked in 
| iblic record occupied with the sick- 
ness and death of more prominent 
Parliamentarians. The House knows 
it has lost a man of gentle nature, 
rare intellectual gifts, a speaker who 
touched the chord of pathos or 
|humour with equal sureness, who, 
| handicapped by constitutional phy- 
sical frailness, bravely made light of 
his burden. 
| Over four-score questions on the 
| paper, of something more than usual | 
nothingness. Three were addressed 
| to the Prime Minister. Members 
| turning over the pages were conscious 
|of the fact that there was not any | 
more a Prime Minister, nor in truth | 





“Ovr Reverep anp Trustep ( 


| tional 


| drawal 


any Ministry 
at all. This 
morning official 
p ro clamation 
flashed through 
the country 
that C.-B. had 
resigned. In 
accord ance 
with constitu- 
usage, 
simultaneously 
with his with- 
disap- 
peared the 


lfabric of the 


Ministry he 
had __ created. 
Yet here were 
Secretary of 
State for War, 
Under Secre- 
tary for the 
Colonies, 
Home  Secre- 
tary, Secretary 
to the Tree 
sury, Attorney- 
General, and 
the rest, all 
answering 
questions ad- 
dressed to non- 
existent Min- 
isters. 


As the long process went forward 





‘aier.”” 


Henceforth a Happy Memory only. 
In respectful farewell to Sir Henry Camphell-Bannerman as 


Prime Minister.) 





Mr. Asquitn 


anxious eyes 
scanned the 
Treasury Bench, 
wandering off to 
the passage be- 
hind th 
SPEAKER'S Chair) 
whence Ministers | 
enter upon the) 
scene. ASQUITH| 
still tarried on| 





2 


» 


“Kisses Hanns” on ArroiNTMENT. 


designate making his first appearance 
on the scene of a triumph won by 
sheer ability. It would be ungraci- 
ous not to cheer him. To indulge in 
jubilation would be disloyal to the 
memory of C.-B. Accordingly the 
cheer, though hearty in tone, was 
low in note. 

AsquitH, above all things, a man 
of business. Occasion historic. To 
himself, momentous. But there was 
work to be done. As soon as Ques- 


the way; or was|tions were over he stood at the 
he not coming? | Table, greeted again by the low 


At twenty) 
minutes to four a} 


cheer rose from 
the Ministerial | 
benches; not 


high or exultant, 
just warmly wel- 
coming. A slight 
passing incident 
testifying to the 
fine instinct that 
ever underlies 
the House of 
Commons, what- 
soever may at 
the moment be 
its political or 
social predomi- 
nance. Here 
was the Premier- 





murmur of cheers. As usual went 
straight to point. 

‘ Since the House rose on Friday,’’ 
he said, ‘‘ his Majesty the Kine has 
been pleased to accept from the 
Prime Minister the resignation of his 
office, and the Government is now 
without a head.’’ 

With passing reference t» “‘ our re- 
vered and trusted chief,’’ made in 
voice trembling with rare emotion, he 
came to business. In the circum- 
stances impossible for the House to 
carry on its work. Accordingly 
moved adjournment for a week, 
during which Committees will have 
power to continue their sittings up- 
stairs. 

Members intently following slowly 
spoken words noticed peculiar phrase 
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in which Chancellor of the Exchequer 
alluded to probable condition of 
things to-morrow week when Parlia- 
ment will reassemble for despatch of 
public business. 

‘“‘When that has been transacted 
I should imagine,’’ he said, *‘ though 
I have no authority to speak, that 
the House will then be asked to ad- 
jyourn for the Easter recess.’ 

Five hours later, bidden by the 
Kino, he was journeying to Biarritz, 
whence he will return with the 
authority he now punctiliously dis- 
( laims. 
done. Announcement 
made of C.-B.’s resignation of the 
Premiership. Both Houses  ad- 
journed till Tuesday week. 


Business 





FULSOME FARE FOR RADICAL 
READERS. 

With grateful acknowledgments to “ The 
Daily Chronicle.”) 

Sir Jenivs Scuioss returned from 
Mentone last Friday, and for the first 
time slept in his new mansion, 
Mosel House, Arlington Street. The 
work of preparing the mansion for its 
owner has occupied a considerable 
time, upwards of 500 workmen being 
employed day and night for the last 
nine months, but the final touches 
were given about ten days ago, since 
when the major-domo, Lord 5San- 
powN, and the entire staff of servants 
numbering 167) have been anxiously 
awaiting their eminent master. 

Mosel House is now a positively 
Sardanapalian palazzo, and contains 
old masters, plate, bijouterie, tapes- 
try, and first editions of priceless 
value. . . The lighting of the classic 
servants’-hall is one of the most 
striking features of this magnificent 
apartment. Old Roman lamps of 
antique bronze are suspended, like the 
sword of Damocles, from the ceiling, 
but the illumination is supplied, not 
by the oil flame, as in the pitifully 
primitive days of HeLmGapaLus, but 
by electric torches fitted to the 
lamps. The servants’-hall, it may 
be added, is furnished with a sump- 
tuous musicians’ gallery, from which 
Sir Jutivs’s private orchestra of 100 
performers, conducted by Herr 
Botossy BAmMBerGER, discuss sym- 
phonic music to the assembled 
menials four times a day. Plain 
living and high thinking is, however, 
the rule enforced by Sir Junius, who 
only allows his domestics good sound 
claret & discrétion on week-days, and 
the dryest champagne on Sundays. 


Before leaving England on the 
occasion of his last visit, and when 





Sir Junius Scuioss was in Abyssinia, 
the German Emperor paid a visit to 
Mosel House, his Imperial Majesty 
having previously expressed a desire 
to Lord Sanpown to view the 
wonders of what is undoubtedly the 
most sultanic and miraculously gor- 
geous residence in London: Lady 
(JOLDWASSER received his Majesty in 
the absence of her brother, end con- 
ducted him through the numerous 
rooms, of which there are seventeen 
more than in the Vatican. The 
Kaiser was particularly fascinated 
by the Pompeian pantry, and above 
all by the superb Turkish baths, 
which are constructed of porphyry 
and platinum, the cork mats being 
studded with fine emeralds. The 
Katser could hardly tear himself 
away from this superb temple of 
ablution, in which the soap is 
scented with attar of roses, and caged 
nightingales, trained to sing directly 
the taps are turned on, mingle their 
seraphic strains with the dainty 
plashings of the luxurious bathers. 
The water used in this bath, it should 
be added, is conveyed in gold pipes 
all the way from the Bosphorus in 
order to give the correct local colour 
to the scene. 


On taking possession of his new 
home Sir Jutius Scuioss hands over 
his old residence, 390, Park Lane to 
his niece, Lady CosnerLtey, who 
already possesses one bijou dwelling 
in Berkeley Square, one in Palace 
Gardens, and a third in Grosvenor 
Gardens. The Park Lane mansion 
is second only in splendour to Mosel 
House, and has been perhaps more 
often honoured .by Imperial, Royal 
and Grand Ducal guests than any 
other private house in town. On the 
other hand, Lady Cosnertéy’s bijou 
Berkeley Square ‘‘ band-box ’’—as it 
was wittily called by the late Heredi- 
tary Hospodar of Popotta—had grown 
altogether too small for the require- 
ments of Lady CosnrerRLey, whose 
dinner parties have for many seasons 
struck the top note in the gastro- 
nomic gamut. Lady CoSHERLEY 
shares her uncle’s love of the beau- 
tiful, and her Mixo-Lydian boudoir 
was almost, if not quite, one of the 
most unique things in its way in 
London. The walls and ceiling were 
ornamented with wonderfully lovely 
paintings by Sicismunp Goetze, Her- 
BERT ScHMALZ, and other incom- 
parable artists, and the Turkey carpet 
was of so astonishingly thick a pile 
that Lady Cosnertey’s pet Schip- 
perke used to disappear from sight 
when walking across the room. It is 
hardly likely, however, that Lady 





CosHerey will take up residence in 
Park Lane before the end of May. 
She has felt the death of her famous 
Borzoi intensely, and her husband, 
Sir Josuvua CosHERLEY, is s0 fully! 
occupied in handicapping the com-| 
petitors in the putting competitions | 
organised by the Grand Duke| 
Micnaet at Cannes that he will be 
unable to return to London for 
several weeks. Sir Josnva, it will be | 
remembered, was recently elected an | 
honorary member of the Kitchen | 
Committee of the National Liberal | 
Club. 





Many well-known faces were at| 
GarridGe’s for tea yesterday when | 
Dr. FILLinGHAM BrivGeEr’s lecture on | 
“Royalties whose teeth I have 
crowned ’’ proved very interesting. 
Lady Marcery Morar was pictur- 
esque in terra-cotta, and Lady 
MATLASKE in pastel shades, with a 
floral toque, was sitting at tea with 
Lady Zernoa Pivarr and the Hon. 
AzimutH BranpAMEeR. On the same 
evening the restaurant was very full 
for dinner. Sir Jasper Sarsiry and 
Count Pimento were dining together, 
and Baron von Guup of the German 
Embassy was also entertaining. 








The reference in a recent issue of 
Madame to a feat of strength of 
Kina Epwarp, who in his early days 
made and won a bet that he would 
carry a small pony up a flight of 
stairs, has set the fashion of 
‘* athletic luncheons,’’ at which the 
guests are all expected to give proof 
of their physical prowess. A charm- 
ing example of this form of entertain- 
ment was recently held at Lady 
Durpie’s beautiful house in Gros- 
venor Square. Sir Huco Burweics 
carried a baby elephant from the 
ground floor to the attics without 
stopping; but the first prize was 
awarded to Lord Lunpy, who poised 
on his head a tank containing a small 
sperm whale kindly lent by the Prince 
of Monaco, and walked with it three 
times round the square. 





Health and Strength. 
“Lapy Advances £5 upwards daily; any 
distance.” —Manchester Daily Dis; atch. 
Mr. Punch, too, advances 5 lbs. 
upwards daily (after his bath), and to 
a considerable distance. 





Many papers nowadays try to 
brighten their leaders by giving them 
a catchy headline; but we still think 
it was 3 mistake of a Sussex con- 
temporary to call its weighty article 
upon the dissolution of the VEDRENNE- 
Barker partnership “ The Excava- 
tion of Memphis.”’ 





—————» 
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THE POINT TO POINT SEASON. 

Excited Countryman (to Huntsman, who is keeping the course). “Tugre’s ONE OF ’EM IN THE WATER! IT's THAT GENT WHAT RUNS THE 
Temperance Cius. ‘ADN'T YOU BETTER GO AND 'ELP ’im?” 

Hun'sman (not an abstainer). “Ou, "e’S ALL RIGHT. *E’s IN ‘IS HELEMENT!” 








AN UNSPEAKABLE CALAMITY. 


| Some tragedies there are that teach 
| How powerless is human speech 
To comfort or relieve, 
When at some sudden stroke of fate, 
Hopelessly inarticulate, 
In mute despair we grieve. 


Bitter is unrequited love; 
Grievous the split of new-bought 
glove; 
Cruel the broken gut 
That lets the biggest fish go free; 
The careless gulp of scalding tea; 
The foozled six-inch putt; 


The heavy hammer on the thumb. 

| But, though for some brief moments 

dumb, 

_ In accidents like these 

| The sufferer in time can turn 

From thoughts that breathe to words 
that burn 

And find in language ease. - 









But ah! no adjectives avail, 

Verbs in all moods and tenses fail 
To soothe such grief as mine, 
Splashed, by a hansom passing by, 
With mud on collar, shirt and tie, 

When driving out to dine. 





Licensing Note. 


“Premiers are weak in Diamonds.” 
Money Market Report. 


Then why not have a go at Clubs, 
Mr. AsquitH? 





“Henry VIII. was less of a lathe painted to 


’ 


look like iron than Mr. Hueffer makes him.’ 
Sunday Times. 

It had never occurred to us (some- 

how) to call Henry VIII. a lathe. 


From a column in The Southend 
Echo, entitled *‘ Bright and Brief ’’: 
“ Mrs, was obliged to keep her bed 
| yesterday in consequence of a sharp bilious 
| attack.” 
We hope it was brief, but it cannot 
have been bright. 





“The hon. member for Merthyr was arrayed 
in the old brown tweed jacket which has 
| always been his only apparel at Westminster, 
|and one cannot help wondering whether it was 
|} in this garb that he made the acquaintance of 
‘Afric’s burning fountains and India’s coral 
strand.’ ”—Manches'er Courier. 


| Probably. But think how cold he 
_ would have been on Greenland’s icy 
| mountains. 


“By means of geological specimens and} “Mr. Asquith left Paris for London at ten 


shells elementary botany is taught.” 
Manchester Evening News. 


And, vice versdé, a primrose by the| 
river’s brim was just geology to him, 


and it was nothing more. 


| minutes to ten this morning.” 
West minater Gazette. 


On any other occasion he would just 
have caught the 9.50 like an ordinary 
person. 
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THE JEW OF VENICE. 


Waite Mr. Tree was about his 
business of remodelling The Merchant 


lof Venice, 1 rather wonder he did 
|not think to improve its title as 
above. For Shylock, at His 


Maj sty’s, has the pick of the lime- 
light, of the curtains, of the dramatic 
pauses and delays. He dominates 
the Ghetto, ard for his sake this 
|obseure quarter Juif becomes - 


| @ppropri ites an extra episode (not in 


| fashionable resort of carnival. 





the book) that he may have the 

| opportun ty of reversing SHAK- 
SPEARI estimate of him as a man 
who thought more of the loss of his 
ducats than of his daughter, and so 
fappealing to emotions which the 
author never propose d to excite. 


But Mr. Tree justified himself to 
ill but the pedants. His Shylock 
was a very subtle study of character, 
marred only by its noisier passages. 


| Miss ALEXANDRA CARLISLE had a far 
| harder task with Portia. She elected 
to be consistent with herself rather 


than to atte mpt to follow the incon- 
of the character’ that 
SHAKSPEARE drew. For it is difficult 
of Portia as the ‘* great 
that some of the critics would 
her to and at the same 
| time capable of just any girlish devil- 
ment that to her. Miss 
CARLISLE’s youth has been made a 
charge against her; yet, of course, 
one of the chief virtues required (and 
| not always found) in an actress who 
plays Portia is that she should enjoy 


sistencies 


| to conceive 
lady 
| have be, 


occurs 


that ‘lack of years for which 
Bellario apologised when he recom- 
mended her to the Duke’s notice. 
This gift of nature Miss CARLISLE 


supplemented by a very charming 
vivacity, tempered with enough of 
dignity to support the magnificence 
of her establishment at Belmont. 

The rest of the cast did not shine 
too conspicuously, though I liked 
the contagious gaiety of Mr. Quar- 
TERMAINE'’S Gratiano. Mr. ANSON 
played the blind Old Gobbo very 
carefully; and Mr. Norman Pace 
made the most of the indifferent fool- 
ing assigned to Gobbo Junior. 


The trial scene was an illumina- 
tion. In reading the play one fails 
to appreciate the extraordinary 


licence permitted to spectators in a 
medieval Venetian Court of Justice. 
Every moment I expected Mr. 
PLowpEN (who was in the stalls) to 
intervene and remind Gratiano that 
if there were to be any pleasantries 
in court they must emanate from 
the Bench only. 

Another thing that impressed me 
was the astonishing discretion shown 





| Kol 





at Belmont in the matter of the 
secret of the caskets When one 
suitor after another had failed with 
the gold and the silver, everybody, 
from the major-domo downwards, 
must have made a shrewd guess as 
to the whereabouts of the hidden por- 
trait, yet nobody gave the answer 
away. I do hope that the household 
of the ex-Premier at that other Bel- 
mont, N.B., has always been equally 
reticent about any state secrets that 
it may have overheard. 

The music was a very notable 
feature of Mr. Tree’s production; 
but the beautiful old Hebrew melody, 
Nedrci, was drowned in the 
cackling of the audience during an 
entr'acte, and the adorable song, 
Tell me where is fancy bred, was no 
sooner begun than it was obliterated 
by the deafening bark of Mr. Basi 
GIL over the caskets. 

Both scenery and costumes were 
of an amazing beauty, but the gon- 


dolas annoyed me; their motions, as | 


usual on the stage, being most con- 
demnably sticky. O. S. 





THE OTHER SIDE. 

ANOTHER GREAT RESTAURANT STRIKE. 

REMARKABLE scenes took place at 
a West End teashop the other day. 
At the stroke of 1.30 p.m. every 
customer in the place dropped his 
knife, fork, or spoon, and left off 
trying to eat the alleged food before 
him. No matter where they were 
or what they were doing, on the 
stroke of 1.30 the customers stopped. 
The waitresses were thunderstruck, 
and tried all they could, some pro- 


|testing, some cajoling, to induce 
the customers to go on with their 


lunch, but in vain. 

On the arrival of the manager, who 
had been fetched from a neighbour- 
ing hotel, where he was getting 
something to eat, the ringleader of 
the customers, a small, fair-haired, 
vivacious man who is known to his 
friends as ‘* Ben,’’ handed him a 
document written in chalk on the 
bottom of a tea-tray. This docu- 
ment contained the demands of the 
customers, among which were the 
following :— 


That all customers shall be guaran- 
teed to be served with their 
lunch within fifteen minutes of 
giving their orders (matinée 
days, twenty minutes). 

That the eggs served shall be eggs, 
and the beef beef. 

That waitresses shall be occasionally 
reminded by the management 
that they are there to earn their 
living, not to confer favours. 





| 


ten | 


no breadstuff more than 
days old shall be put before 
customers. 

That no customer shall be poisoned 
or have his digestion ruined for 
a period of three months from 
the date of the document. 

The Managing Director of the Com- 
pany was telephoned for, and on his 
arrival he took in at a glance the 
seriousness of the situation, and at 
once the document with a 
chocolate éclair. Thereupon the 
customers cheered, and quietly went 
on with their work. 

‘* Ben,’’ interviewed by our repre- 
sentative, said, ‘‘ For fifteen years | 
have come here to lunch and sat at 
the same table; and every day my 
lunch has been two half-scones and 
two pats of butter, with a cup of} 
cocoa. Yes, I should prefer variety, 
but I feel that by having nothing but 
scones I ensure the supply being at 
least moderately fresh. Were I to 
change my meal, even for a single 
day, my food the next day would | 
be some twenty-four hours older than 
usual. I have observed the troubles 
of my fellow-customers for some 
time, and have long felt that some- 
thing ought to be done—as a rule it 
is either underdone or burnt to a| 
cinder. Yes, I am prepared to go on 
with this great work if the manage- | 
ment do not abide by their under- | 
taking ’’"—and he flourished the tea- | 
tray proudly. 


That 


signed 





TO LUNA. 
O MOON, 
All poetasters have to croon 
A song to thy refulgent rays. 
Hast thou observed that nowadays 
Our harps are somewhat out of tune, | 
O moon? 


O moon, 
The nigger or the octoroon 
Addresses thee whene’er he sings, 
And lightly twangs the banjo strings; 
But that ’s because thou rhym’st 
with coon, 
O moon! 


| 
| 
| 


O moon, 





The months of April, May and 
June— 

When Spring grips poets in her | 
clutch— 


I think must try thee very much. 
But, courage! They ‘ll be over soon, 
O moon! 


O moon, 
The fountain pen is such a boon, 
But mine has run completely dry, 
My inspiration too, so L 
Had better say good afternoon, 
O moon! 





as 
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A TIP FOR PRESTWICK. 
France will be well to the front at the 
{ Championship. Massy is already at the 
f the tree, and there are great possibilities 
issiat and Baptiste Bomboudiac.”—Daily 


Some prate of Braip and Taytor, 
And eke of Harry V. 
\dmittedly a nailer 
At driving from the tee), 
But of all the golfing heroes 
Whom common punters back 
There ’s none to me so dear as 
BAPTISTE BoMBOUDIAC. 


\ Gassiat or Massy 
May do distinguished things 
With iron or with brassy— 

But his the name that rings. 
Daylong through all my fancies, 
Nightlong my sleep I lack, 
lhrough sizing up your chances, 

Baptiste Bomsoupiac. 


lo drive, and pitch, and hole-out, 
With skill satanical, 
Wears an opponent’s soul out 
And sends him to the wall; 
he “‘ influence ’’ called ‘‘ moral ’’ 
Will ward off such attack, 
(warding thee the laurel, 
BAPTISTE BomBouplac. 


We need not be affrighted 
To meet a WuirTe or JONES, 
Whose Christian names are cited 
In quite familiar tones; 
But diffidence comes o’er us 
When driven to attack 
Polysyllab-sonorous 
BAPTISTE BomBoUDIAC. 





PARS ABOUT THE PREMIER. 
With apologies to ALL our contemporaries.) 
Mr. Asguitn owes his present ex- 

ilted position in no small measure to 





the fact that he was born a boy. Had 
] 


» that to-day he might have been 
trusted leader of the Suffragettes. 
H 


tune ordained otherwise it is pos- | 





He is, as everyone knows, a Balliol 


* * 
- 


Mr. Asquitn is a man of purpose. | ASQUITH as 


Wy 


teps boldly down Whitehall. His 
t is to reach the House, and he 
; it by his sheer ability to over- 
me difficulties. He is, you see, a 
Balliol man. 
+ * 
It is often said that ‘‘ AsquiTnH is a 
mm speaker,’’ but from what we 
have heard from those who knew him 
personally during the first few weeks 
his career the word ‘‘ speaker ”’ 
would seem to be merely a corruption 
~ squeaker ’’ (q.v.). There is no 
ibt, however, that he is @ Balliol 
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POINTED. 


Policeman. “So I've Got Yer THIS Time, ‘AVE 1?” 
Burglar. “Gary! Ir TAKES SOMETHIN’ SHARPER 'N YOU TO KETCH MI 


” 








“atch him as he leaves his office and | 





“With no desire to be hypercritical, and 


se : his is a soldiers’ Capt. Gils 0es 
an austere politician with | this isa s ldiers’ book, but Capt. lilson doe 
not always write correct Eng!ish 


no particular love for his fellows. 0 
This is not so, however; he is, on the) wish gtill less desire to be hyper- 
contrary, ° genial kindly we with critical, and this is the tenth of 
(in spite of the Licensing Bill) a dis- 
tinct sense of humour, and he is very 
popular with his Tennants. JoWETT| )y fear lest some confusion follow 
predicted great things for Mr. upon the production of the American 
ASQUITH, which seems to show with- lay The Colle qe Widow at the 
out doubt that he is a Balliol man. | Adelphi, Mr. A. C. Banson writes tc 
remind us that it is not a dramatisa 
From an advt. in The Pioneer: tion of his sparkling pasquinade From 
“FOR SALE, OWNER GOING ON LEAVE. | 4 College Window, although at first 
1 Sandow’s Obesity Reducer, never used . . . sight it looks like it. This being 80 it 
118-ft. Fishing Rod we is a matter for extreme gratification 
These two items scem to explain) that the new play is not being per- 
each other, |formed by the Benson Company. 


Popular tradition represents Mr. ; 


April, but the reviewer can’t talk. 
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motor industry in the act of wrecking the country’s 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. manners and morals. The book ~ I yo re fifth 
a 2 “ which has come from Mr. James Biytu during the last 
By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) fourteen months, and he is perhaps to be congratulated 
Tue civilian reader will probably complain that in his! on bearing the strain of production without showing 
| Memoirs of Field-Marshal Sir Henry Norman (SMITH,| signs of wear. I have read four of the five, and this 
ELDE! r WituiAM Lee-Warner has been too generous| seems to be as good as any of them. There are th 
th m iry details In reading the chapters recording | ysual number of disagreeable people, the usual rathe: 
sult and capture of Delhi, one cannot see the | jnsincere-sounding outbursts on various social questicus 
| the t This is not the biographer’s fault,| and the usual amount of unctuous elaboration of th 
‘ i nuch as he is responsible for the marshalling! obvious. One of the outbursts is brought to a close wit! 
the material placed at his disposal. Sir Henry! words which reveal an attitude of mind that the author 
NorkMAN was a soldier—to be precise, an Adjutant-!| should be urged to cultivate. ‘‘ But avaunt! I am on a 
(jeneral—and in his diary and letters there appear a pet subject, and though it will ease me to let fly, it w 
‘ tl fy ilars of men, armament, movements, | bore mv readers ineffably.’’ 
L ¢ jue! admirable in an official report, a r ; — 
repellent in a book for general reading. There! It is a pity that Mr. Apert DorrinGTon took the 
within the story, for example, the blowing up of scene of his novel And the Bey | Came (HuvutcHinson 
Cashmere _-- - away from the 
(iat ne of the Australian Bush. 
f feat of Of Bush life h 
heroist n the writes with bot! 
ord of war..| simplicity and 
r tlenry Nor- strength, and 
pulse do emphasises its 
t m stirred influence over his 
episode, heroine, Nora 
: i h re Hastings. *‘ Sad- 
n the bald ness, of course, 
proper to was the keynote 
! a change of the Australian 
ntries Bush. The men 
) ertheless, laughed, but 
! iron the accu- they seemed 
| mulation of de- always to be 
| tail unassisted by laughing at the 
. |] iry agt, the wrong thing: | 
reader is im- they laughed at | 
: pr ed with the a bewildered 
a4 | courage, dog .. . But 
lurat ind never, never had 
: dl ial she discovered 
1 | thi them laughing at | 
r - ipture of = = themse lves.’ 
t | Dell Under a 7 \ << a The sadness and 
tT nigh and SEO.mMoORROY ai : F ‘X loneliness drove 
if ue | oul HoUSE-AGENT DEMONSTRATING TO PROSPECTIVE CLIENTS THAT THE VILLA IS WITHIN A Miss Hastings 
i% ' Bure STONE'S THROW OF THE RAILWAY STATION, straight into the 
t ins and natives -_—— — — arms of the Hon. | 
ii red sunstroke alternating with pitiless rain, in many | Menton Belstrade, a man who broke the seventh com- | 
ee finishing off with cholera. On the day of the assault | | mandme mnt so habitually that little sympathy could be | 
i} ai | 66 officers, including the two Nicnousons, fell, and with | felt for him when he died—very abruptly—throug! 
! At | m over 1,100 men. Norman had a charmed life. Bullets| someone else breaking the sixth. Perhaps Mr. Dor- | 
| ati | fired point-blank at him missed fire, shells exploded at|rtnGton would do better to leave the aristocracy alone 
. i ; | his feet, carrying havoc to those who stood by. Save for altogether, and to write a novel of Bush life plain and 
: last which, after killing his horse, grazed the rider, he| simple, for I am sure he would make good stuff of it. 
| at lea out of the Mutiny scatheless. When The Delhi} The Bushman who could laugh at himself might be the | 
i} Gazette appeared distributing crosses and promotions his | hero. 
ahi) | name four d no place in it, much to the indignation of | 
i | comrades who had watched his strenuous efforts through| Mr. Caartes E. Hanns, The Daily Mail Special Cor- 
l] the siege. Later in life honours were showered upon | respondent at Biarritz, had a stirring interview with Mr. 
) him. He rose to the rank of Field-Marshal, was|AsgvirH on his arrival, in the course of which the 
| appointed Governor of Jamaica, and was offered the | Premier remarked that he had nothing to say. Our con- 
} | \ os of India, which on reflection he declined. | temporary, however, was not content with this unique 
HE | \ gallant soldier, a tireless worker, a modest man, of|triumph on the part of its correspondent, and urged 
1} h are the makers of E mpire. him to further efforts; the result being that on the 
ih = - next day all the papers came out with large headlines :— 
iy led he principal theme of The Weaning (Werner Lavnir) **Mr. Asguira Kisses Hanps.”’ 
‘ | is calf / ve, of which a violent case is described in detail. js 
; ; E dary, and more interesting, is a picture of the ‘Tas New Wrestuine Styte.— Scratch as Gotch can. | 
‘ t —_—_ -—--- anal 





